


T be T ragedk of. Hamlet 

I will fpeake daggers, thofe frarpe wordes being fpem 
To doe her wrong my foule frail ne’re confent. ’ 

£nter the King. 

King O that this wet that falles vpon tnyface 
W ould wafr the crime cleere from my coni ciencc ' 

When I looke vp to heauen,! feemy trefpaffc, 

The earth doth ftill crie out vpon myfad, 

Pay me the murder of a brother and a king, 

A nd the adulterous fault I haue committed: 

0 thefe arefinnes that arc vnpardonable: 

J W hy fay thy finnes were blacker then is ieat. 

Yet may contrition make them as white as froivc: 

1 but flail to perfeuer in a finne. 

It is an aft gainft the vniuerfall power, 

Moft wretched uinnjftoope^nd thee to thy prayer, 

Aske grace of heauen to kcepetheefrom defpairc. 

bee kaee/es. enters Hamlet 

Ham. I fo. come forth and worke thy Iaft, 

And thus hec dies : and f© am I reuengt d: 

No, not fo: he tooke my fatlaer keeping, his fins brim full, 
And how his foule ftoode to the Rate diheauen 
Who knowes, laue the immor, tall powres. 

And fr all I kill him now, b 

When he is purging <of his foule? 

Making his way for heauen,this is a benefit, 

And notreuenge:no,getthee vp,agen, (drunke, 

When hee s at ganiefwating, taking his carowfe, drinking . 
Or in the incdtuftus pkafure©f bis bed. 

Or at fome aft that hath no relifr 
O f fal nation jn’r, xhen trip him 
That his heeles®aykkk« at heauen, 

And fall as loweas heh ray mother ftayes, 

T his phificke but prolongs thy weary daye*. exit Hem. 

Kmg My wordes fly vp,my finnes reroaine below* 

No 


Prince of Dertmarke. 

No King on earth isfafe, if Gods his foe. exit King. 

Enter Queene and Corambis. 

Cor. Madame, I heare yong Hamlet comming, 

He fr rowdc my felfe behinde the Arras. exit for. 

gueene DofomyLord. 

Ham. Mother, mother, O are you here? 

How i’ft with you mother? 

Quccnc How i’ft with you? 

Ham, l ie tell you, but firft weelc make all fafe. 

Out one Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended! 
Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
JVueene How now boy? 

Ham. How now mother! come here,fit downe, for you 
frail heare roe fpeake. 

gueene What wilt thou doe? thou wilt not murder me : 
Helpchoe. 

Cor. HclpefbrtheQueene. 

Ham. I a Rat, dead for a Duckat. 

Rafr intruding foole, farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better. 
gueene Hamlet, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Not fo much harme, good mother. 

As to kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Quecne How! kill a king! 

Ham. I a Kingmay fit you downe, and ere you part, 
Ifyou be made of penitrable ftuffe, 
l ie make your eyes looke downe into your heart. 

And fee how horridc there and blacke it fr ews. (words? 

gueene Hamlet, what mean’ft thou by thefe killing 
Ham. Why this I meane, fee here, behold this pifture. 
It is the portraiture, of your deceafcd husband. 

See here a face, to outface Mars himfelfe. 

An eye, at which his foes did tremble at, 

A front wherin all vertue ire fet downe 
For to adorne a king, and guild his crowne, 

Whofe heart went hand in hand euen with that vow, 
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